The Lady's Tragedy; 
The Languiſbing Lamentation of a London Merchant's 


Daughter, who dy'd for Love of a Linnen Draper. - 
To the Tune of The Ring of Sold. Licenſed according to Order. 
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VVV ig my Love unkind? Pes like a Wzetch he tan,, 
Y Y whyto's he leabe me? . and flatter many, 
Why do's he change his mind, There's no belief in Man, 
and (ride to grieveme ? no not in and. 
He hath ſome fair One found, - - ; | [gd 
this J diſcover, They Serpent lke deceive _ 
And therefoze ſeeks to wound voung filly Momen; h 
bis loyal Lover. Wtho can their Daths believe, 
he | TOA unte it is common 
I cad ts mind the Now· Foz them to ſwear and lye 
|  whichonce he made me: when they are bꝛewing 
Can he koꝛger it now, The grandeſt Millany 
..  andthug degrade. me? to pꝛobe qur Ruine? 


"9 


When at my Feet he fell, 
and did inigloze me, 
His Sozrows to expel, 
ſeem'd to adoze me: 
Jout ok meer Good:-Win, | 
bertwan'd his Ditt ; 
Kind Hearts muſt ſuer ſtill ; 
the moze's the pity. 


While he ſad Sighs did fetch, 
juſt as i dying, 
His Hand to me he'd fretch, 
- often replying, | 
Pour Rocky Heart of Stone. 
feels no relenting, * 
Though koz pour ſake alone, 
Ale lamenting. 


Down from bis melting Eves 
Tears they were flowing, 

As he with feſgned Cries 
ſaſd, J am going 

To the Elizium Shade, 

- where Lovers wander, 

. Whoſe Lives have been betray'd, 

Hearts rent in ſunder. | © _ 


This ald, Mp Heart did bleed, 


and melt within me; 
To him J ran with ſpeed, 

his Wows did win me: 
Streighrway J granted Lobe, 
and Pledges gave him; 
Rather than Guilty pꝛove, 

J'd dee to ſave-him. 


mm. tun J. n ar the Angel, in eee 5 


Hf - Where Joys ſhall e 


Thus from his wzetched State 


did J reftoze him; 
But D unhappy Fare ! 
JC fall bekoze him; 
ins of Love J lye, 
Ae en with anguiſh; 
Now let ms, let me die, 


why ſhould J langulth e 


Why did J not, when bonn, 
my Byzeath ſurrender, 


Father than bear the Scomn 


of my Pꝛetender! 


The e which J keel 


thig very hour, 
Alas ! J would conceal, 
but ha'n't the power. 


The News to him will go, 


how J lamented; 

Which he ſhould never know, 
tould J pzevent it ? 

be that could cringe and bow. 
firſt to enſoy me, 


Then ſtrive, and ſtudy how 


ye might deſtrop me. 


Farewell my Parents dtar, 


| Father, and Mother; 

Vou'll loſe. your Darling dear. 
though you have no other: 

Vet never wep fo2 me, 
unte J am got 


tike Fountains owing. | 


- „ * . 


ever be Ef, 
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